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but are not mere puppets, and their picturesque language has a truth
to life that one very rarely finds in Balzac. I consider Zola's present dis-
credit as a monstrous injustice, which does no great honor to the liter-
ary critics of today. There is no more personal nor more representative
French novelist
18 July
What one might have done is confused with what one should have
done and by far prevails over what one has done. Let us call it, for
greater simplicity: regrets. There is none that I have more trouble get-
ting rid of than this one: circumstances and Em. contributing some-
what, that is to say: the climate and soil of Cuverville being slightly
different, or Em. being less attached to that place and willing to settle
elsewhere, I should have persevered in my attempts at gardening,
which through many disappointments I did not pursue more than three
years. And this would have kept me much more at Cuverville. It was
only most reluctantly that I resigned myself to giving up, and only
when I realized that with the earth and the sky against him no one
could succeed. And let no one speak of inconstancy and restlessness.
I should have persevered. What I most longed to do was to be able
to study plants; with nothing or almost nothing for show, my garden
would have been a sort of laboratory, would have recalled those bo-
tanical gardens in which each type of plant is enclosed. Horticultural
hybridizations would not have concerned me so much as botanical
species. I should have wanted to "force" certain ones, through care and
selections; insist on getting from them all the perfection and beauty
they hold in reserve. Every living matter is plastic.
And I hold that true philanthropy, likewise, ought to be less con-
cerned with saving "what was lost" than with perfecting the human
species, which also can and must be improved. What it might be is the
thing we should become attached to; that is what we must help it to
become, rather than bewailing its miserable withering, and prolonging
the existence of what is an insult to life. The healthiest are already all
contaminated by sympathy.
19  July
A philosophy that protects my well-being and the mother-of-pearl
of my shell; a philosophy for the elaboration of which that shell was
necessary and which, without that protection, could not have de-
veloped. Does this amount to saying that there might be another? No.
Without an isolating shell there would not be any philosophy at all.
Nizan could likewise go after the "fine arts." I am reading his Chiens
de garde 81 with a very keen interest. The book is badly constructed,
31 The Watch-Dogs, an indictment of bourgeois philosophy.